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" Long before the sun was up next morning my 
mate and I had risen from our nest; though not so 
early were we in our rising but that Madge, a little 
maid whom we' had often seen in attendance on the 
ladies, was up as soon, and coming directly to the 
bit of grass, was down upon her knees, with little 
cold, red hands, feeling, as I thought, for the daisies 
on its border. 

'* Her little feet were drabbled with the dew as she 
went slowly back ; and as the day wore on to ten 
o'clock she came again, this time with a small bun- 
dle in her hand, and passing by the place with down- 
cast eyes, I noticed as she turned to latch the farthest 
gate, a crimson flush was on her face, and her blue 
eyes were red with weeping. 

"We missed her in the garden paths where she 
had come each day to gather flowers to decorate the 
house, or thyme or summer-savory for the cook ; but 
interest in Dame Sparrow's store of eggs, and care 
to feed her while she hovered them, drew my atten- 
tion quite away, until one day we heard a rustling 
underneath the tree, and there, with body pressed 
against the palings and little face with eyes grown 
larger looking through, stood Madge. Her hands 
were thin and not so red as when she groped for 
daisies in the grass, and from her poor old cotton 
dress the shoulder bones stood out and seemed as 
trying to come through. Her wistful eyes looked 
over the old house, the garden, every tree and 
shrub ; then with a sob she threw herself down in the 
meadow grass, and cried as though her heart would 
break. 

" I had heard the window of the south room open 
as Madge stood looking through, and that the ladies 
saw her I was sure ; for soon the slow tread of the 
elder one came down the walk, and after lingering a 
while among the pansy blooms, she approached that 
portion of the paling where Madge's face had peeped 
through, and after looking anxiously about and fail- 
ing to find what she had been in search of, she went 
back to the house, meeting her sister at the entrance 
of a gravel walk, who also seemed in search of some- 
thing. 

"There was a mystery in all this, and that it lay 
between themselves and Madge I was convinced. 
Had they but found her where she lay, asleep, with 
tears still on her cheeks, among the meadow-grass, 
I felt it would be settled, whatever it might be ; 
therefore, in my bird-way, I tried to tell them that 
poor Madge was near, by circling round their heads, 
and lighting on the shoulder first of one and then 
the other. Then I flew back and fluttered in the 
grass where lay the figure of the sleeping child — 
my wing even brushed her face but did not waken 
her; then flying once again to where they stood, I 
sought with flutterings as of distress, to draw them 
to the place, but succeeded only in bewildering them. 
*• * What does possess the bird ? ' Miss Carter said. 
'Nurse Nancy would have prophesied there was to 
be a death. I thought I saw the child, Mabel — Did 
you? ' 

" * I was quite sure,' Miss Mabel said. * She was in 
the clover meadow near the cherry-tree — poor 
Madge ! My conscience troubles me — why did we 
put it out? ' 

" ' Yes, why indeed ? I should not, but for you. You 
quite insisted that it was too yellow, and that a few 
hours of sun would do it good. / liked it yellow, al- 
most brown, indeed. Besides, why should it not be 
so ? Our great-great-grandmother wore it at her 
wedding, and that was long ago.' 

" * I wished it yellow, too ; but it seemed musty with 
the hue it had. I thought to clear the tint by laying 
it on the grass a little while, and never dreamed that 
Madge would covet such a thing. My mind some- 
times misgives me about her having taken it at all.' 

'".So mine would, but for the story Biddy tells 
about her having been so fine at the fair. Biddy is 
honest, and would not tell a story on poor Madge. 
Besides, the child had a great love for pretty things. 
I noticed when I took it from the box and laid it 
down, she made an excuse to dust the cabinet, and 
shyly touched it with her hand. She examined all 
the leaves, and put her little finger softly through 
the meshes, when I warned her to be careful and not 
meddle with such things. She must have taken it, 
Mabel.' 

" ' Her story of a peddler giving her a bit of lace 
might after all be true,' replied Miss Mabel. ' Biddy 
could not tell a shred of cotton from a fine old web. 
I feel to blame about it all ; but for my whim it would 
be lying in its box, and Madge here safe with us.' 
"'Well. Mabel, what is done can not be mended 



now. Almost the only thing we ever disagreed upon 
is lost ; we cared too much for it, no doubt, and now 
between our two opinions it has come to grief. We 
might go in and question Biddy more. I would not 
do the little creature wrong.' 

" So they went in, and I, poor, wretched bird, 1 
fluttered down upon the nearest bush and hid my 
head beneath my wing; I could not bear the light! 
The sad face and the bundle that went out the far- 
thest gate, the grass plat in the sun, the bit of rag 
pierced through and through with holes, I saw it all ! 
I was the thief, and Madge, poor little Madge had 
been turned out for me ! This moment she was 
lying in the grass outside, and the clouds threatened 
rain. 

"Some large drops soon began to fall, and roused 
me to go home and shield my mate, for hatching 
time had come, and nearly all the little ones were 
out. How I had looked forward to this day, as one 
that was to bring us so much joy. But now that it 
had come, I took no pleasure in our brood ; my only 
thought was longing for the time when they would 
fly and leave me free to restore the lace, and thus 
bring poor Madge back into their favor. 

" I was anything but a pleasant bird during the 
few weeks that passed — was querulous and fretful to 
my mate, and far from loving to the young ones. 
They did not feather fast enough to please me ; and, 
in my impatience, I urged the first one out before 
his wings were strong, when, in his efforts to reach a 
neighboring tree, he fell and hurt his leg, which 
crippled him for life. The others lingered in the 
nest for awhile: but one fine day, when all our tree 
was bright with scarlet fruit, they flew out one by 
one, and my mate followed them, choosing to wander 
with her brood rather than stay with me. I could 
not blame her, but I did not stop to think. 

" Just as the last one left the nest, I saw the sisters 
coming to the tree. Now was my time. As they 
bent down the lower limbs to pick the ripened 
cherries, I tore the nest away, and dropped it in a 
bed of mignonnette close to the elder lady's feet. 
Both caught at it at once, and each one held a corner 
of the loosened lace. Their eyes met instantly, but 
neither spoke. Miss Mabel dropped her corner and 
went out the gate, the same way Madge had gone. • 
" Miss Carter followed close ; and I, seeing above 
the trees the workhouse roof, well knew which way 
they went, and with a happier heart than I had 
borne for weeks, I watched them as they brought 
her back, with face so pale and wan, but bright lights 
beaming in her happy eyes. 

" I hovered round the house for days, and heard 
the servants talk. That long sleep in the wet grass, 
together with her grief, had made her ill. Miss 
Mabel watched beside her bed from morn till night ; 
she was well cared for, that I knew. Yes, well cared 
for. 

" I longed for her to come into the walks again, 
and so she did. I saw them come out, bringing little 
Madge once more into the garden in the sun. They 
did not pause, but went straight down the walk, and 
through the farthest gate, to the old church across 
the fields. I watched till they returned ; but in the 
churchyard they had left poor Madge, little, dead 
Madge. 

" You will not wonder now that I am often sad and 
thoughtful ; and to-night the flying of my brood, and 
the odor of the dear old English plant, have brought 
these memories back to me so clearly that I could 
not resist the telling. 

" But little more remains to say. Life in those 
pleasant fields had lost its charm ; for on poor 
Madge's grave the daisies grew, . and if I chanced 
that way they lifted their white faces up, till I could 
bear the spot no longer. 

"About these days the laborers' boys were paid a 
farthing for each sparrow caught, to be transported 
over the great sea to cities where the worms made 
dreadful work. One day I heard two boys talking 
about the number each had caught, and from their 
words I formed my resolution. When one of them, 
in showing his captives, opened the cage door a bit, 
I darted in and so was brought away. 

" In being useful here I have tried to expiate my 
error. Contentment even has come back to me 
and, as you know, I once more tried the joys of 
wedded bird-life with complete success. My mate 
again has gone, but left no thorn to prick my con- 
science and break up my sleep. I leave you now to 
)''Ours. Good-night, good-night." 

A fluttering at the window startled me. Nurse 
'said it was the sparrow settling to his nest — now 



that the young birds had flown it should be torn 
away — but no — certainly not, unless I wished it. 

Sometimes I wonder if he really told me this, or 
did I dream ? Sick people have queer fancies often- 
times, and I have been ill a weary, weary time. Yet 
I feel sure he told me, for now he hovers near me 
oftener than before, and hops about much less. He 
lingers on the sill and looks at me with solemn, ten- 
der eyes that seem to say : 

" We have a secret, a great secret — keep it." 
But I could not, and that convinces me. He told 
it me — I did not dream. — Mrs. Prince Sumner. 



PLUCKING DAISIES. 

On the grass my little love soft lingers, 

On the dewy grass, 
Plucking daisies with her dimpled fingers, 

Smiling as I pass. 

And the sun, with touches quick and shining, 

Gilds each flossy tress 
That her little hat is brightly lining,— 

Each touch a caress. 

Ah ! I would I were a simple flower 

In her fingers prest, 
If but for one brief and happy hour 

Folded to her breast. 

Or if from me to the world so mazy 

Flies this maiden sweet, 
I would still be but a simple daisy 

'Neath her dainty feet. 



Marie S. Ladd. 



ODD PERSONAL RESEMBLANCES. — II. 

In a brief previous paper, dealing with the single 
branch of this topic which includes the almost iden- 
tical resemblances of twin sisters to each other, I 
may claim to have demonstrated, with reasonable 
clearness, that the novelist referred to in that paper 
had full warrant for drawing the two French girls as 
so alike as to puzzle the family and the lover — and 
that the opera bouffe, lately so popular, " Girofle- 
Girofla," however ridiculous some of its situations 
may be, does not go beyond the bounds of easy pos- 
sibility in showing the successful substitution of the 
one girl for the other. As already said, the twin- 
sister resemblances of so extraordinary a character, 
are, to some extent, conceded by the world, and 
those of twin brothers in only a less degree : skepti- 
cism remains principally directed at the resemblances 
of strangers, or of those not known to be in any 
way connected by blood or descent. And to the 
possibilities of the latter, as shown by actual occur- 
rences, I am about briefly to address myself, after 
noting a somewhat singular rencontre of my own, 
some dozen years ago, in which the lingering of spe- 
cial features in members of a family very long sep- 
arated, seemed to be very clearly suggested. 

On an excursion boat on Long Island Sound, one 
day, I suddenly found myself face to face with an 
old acquaintance whom I had not met for a consid- 
erable number ofmonths, though I may say that from 
many years of residence very near him, and the 
closest personal relations with him, I might have 
claimed to know his face and figure as well as those 
of any person within my whole acquaintance. Very 
glad to meet him thus unexpectedly, I stepped for- 
ward at once, calling him by name and extending 
my hand for a cordial grasp. A hand met mine at 
once, but without any evidence of warmth ; and I 
noticed that in his reply to my greeting, he did not 
call me by name, as he certainly might have been 
expected to do. In point of fact, it became evident, 
in a moment, either that he was very much absorbed 
and distrait at being interrupted in some important 
line of thought (my friend was a lawyer of great 
eminence — afterward a Supreme Judge, and a dip- 
lomat of reputation), or that — unaccountable sup- 
position ! — he had forgotten my name, and to some 
extent my personality. A moment of attempted con- 
versation on my part, and of visible constraint on his, 
and then I could bear the awkwardness no longer, 
without seeking to remove, or, at least, under- 
stand it. " I beg pardon," I said, "but there seems 
something a little strange in your manner. If I did 
not know to the contrary, I should say that you had 
forgotten me." "No — not that," was the reply, the 
gentleman flushing a little as he spoke. " I have not 
forgotten you, I think. But I certainly do not have 
the pleasure of knowing your name, and I can not 
remember ever having met you before, though I may 
have done so." "What.^" I could not avoid ex- 
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MOUNT HOLYOKE, FROM THE CONNECTICUT RIVER. —J. D. Woodward. 



claiming, loudly enough to attract the attention of 
some others on the deck — ''you do not remember 
ever having met me? — you do not even remember 
my name?" "Such is certainly the fact," he an- 
swered. " Why, good heavens ! " I replied, " I cer- 
tainly can not be mistaken in the person I am ad- 
dressing! You are Mr. Drayton, are you not.^" 
"Yes, you are quite correct," he rejoined; "my 
name is Drayton." "John W. Drayton, of Philadel- 
phia.?" "No — William T. Drayton, of Hartford." 
"Ah," I said, a new light breaking in upon me at 
the instant, "you are a brother of Mr. John W. Dray- 
ton — possibly a twin-brother of his, of whom I have 
never happened to hear ; and that accounts for the 
extraordinary resemblance, and must excuse my mis- 
take." " No excuse for the mistake is necessary," 
he replied, with courtesy, "especially as you seem to 
have mistaken me for a man of so much reputation 
as the one 3^ou mention ; but I am not a brother of 



Judge Drayton, nor any relative, so far as I am aware, 
and have never even met him, so as to be able to 
judge of the resemblance which you see between 
us." " You do not even know that you are distant 
relatives } " I persisted. " I do not : any relationship, 
if it exists at all, must be one of many generations 
ago, as our families have certainly no present con- 
nection," Avas his reply, closing that branch of the 
conversation, and leaving me to study more closely 
than I had ever before done, the possibility of a 
mould of form and a cast of feature, held by some 
common ancestor, perhaps a hundred or two of years 
earlier, coming out in two distant lines of his descend- 
ants, in the same generation, to create at once so re- 
markable a rencontre and so interesting a field for 
speculation on the ineradicability of transmitted 
characteristics. Some other features of this general 
theme demand a more extended consideration, and 
it will be accorded them in due season, and with 



the same irresponsible uncertainty as to length and 
order, heretofore observable in this somewhat desul- 
tory series. — John Thompso7i, Jr. 

♦ 

A BASKET OF BABIES. 

Whoever owns the basket and the stick, — 

If chimney-sweep, as cloth and broom suggest. 
Or who beside, — be sure in merry trick 

The youngsters in its narrow bound have pressed, — 
Too narrow, if one claimant left outside, 

And one a-whimper, may the truth proclaim ; 
While yet the others, though the world be wide, 

Think cramping quarters fittest for their game. 
One chubby foot has found a ready hole, 

And takes the air : who knows how soon the sweep 
May roll them out. like apples from a bowl. 

Upon the floor, a laughing, frightened heap? 
And what if dolly, with a fractured nose. 

Should greet her "htde mother's" anxious eyes? — 
With this experience, even, let none suppose 

The impish heads would grow a whit more wise. 



